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analysis of this confused process. A main strand is
quite easily traceable. This main strand is the story
of my obvious life, my life as it must have looked to
most of my acquaintances. It presents you with a
young couple, bright, hopeful, and energetic, starting
out under Altiora's auspices to make a career. You
figure us well dressed and active, running about in
motor-cars, visiting in great people's houses, dining
amidst brilliant companies, going to the theatre,
meeting in the lobby. Margaret wore hundreds of
beautiful dresses. We must have had an air of suc-
ceeding meritoriously during that time.

We did very continually and faithfully serve our
joint career. I thought about it a great deal, and did
and refrained from doing ten thousand things for the
sake of it. I kept up a solicitude for it, as it were by
inertia, long after things had happened and changes
occurred in me that rendered its completion impos-
sible. Under certain very artless pretences, we wanted
steadfastly to make a handsome position in the world,
achieve respect, succeed. Enormous unseen changes
had been in progress for years in my mind and the
realities of my life, before our general circle could have
had any inkling of their existence, or suspected the
appearances of our life. Then suddenly our proceed-
ings began to be deflected, our outward unanimity
visibly strained and marred by the insurgence of these
so long-hidden developments.

That career had its own hidden side, of course; but
when I write of these unseen factors I do not mean
that but something altogether broader. I do not
mean the everyday pettinesses which gave the cynical
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